SAND   AND   FOAM

One may not reach the dawn save by the
path of the night.

My house says to me, "cDo not leave
for here dwells your past."

And the road says to me, "Come and follow
me, for I am your future."

And I say to both my house and the road,
"I have no past, nor have I a future* If 1 stay
here, there is a going In my staying; and if 1 go
there Is a staying In my going. Only love
death change all things*"

How can I lose faith In the justice of life,
when the dreams of those who sleep upon
feathers are not more beautiful than the
dreams of those who sleep upon the earth?

Strange, the desire for certain pleasures Is a
part of my pain.

Seven times have I despised my soul:
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